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Chief Wild Feather 
Gets A Free Ride 



The speck in the distance grew larger and 
larger. Hank Riley, station master of the Pony 
Express at Rodger's Bluff, could afford the lux- 
ury of a smile. His best rider, Burt Willis, was 
on time and the mail would go through. He 
yelled an order to the relay rider. "Git on your 
horse pronto." No further words were needed 
for Jim Keetly as he swung into his saddle. 

The fast half-breed California mustang carry- 
ing Burt stopped in front of the hitching post 
at the station. A thin lanky man wearing a 
stained buckskin suit slid off the saddle. Then 
he handed his sack of mail to his relief rider 
with but one comment. "Chief Wild Feather 
is on the warpath. His men are covering the ter- 
ritory from Fort Benton to Carson's Sink. So 
ride like the blazes." 

Finished with this bit of advice Burt entered 
the station and slumped into the frontier's ver- 
sion of an easy chair which was thick with cut 
buffalo robes. He stroked the stubble of a beard 
on his face and then remarked to his boss and 
friend, "Don't know which to do first. Get 
some rest or, eat." 

"Better eat first. Got some bacon in on the 
last freighter and believe it or not, Pancho ac- 
tually managed to find some fresh eggs. Kept 
them for you." Then Hank Riley shouted at the 
top of his voice. "Pancho, some grub for Mr. 
Willis. And pronto. Don't burn the bacon this 
time." 

Burt stretched his legs while waiting for the 
food to come to the table. "You know this is 
my last run," he confided to his friend. "Got 
enough money to take up the option on my land 
in the territory. Going to build a ranch. Believe 
me I am grateful to Mr. Alexander Major for 
paying us such high wages as pony express rid- 
ers. One hundred and fifty dollars a month with 
a bonus thrown in amounts to something at the 
end of the year. Especially if you don't spend 
it." 

Hank Riley hesitated a. minute before he 
spoke. When it comes to matters of the heart 



even a rough westerner knew that tact was the 
order of the day. The only trouble was that he 
didn't know how to be tactful so he came right 
to the point. "What about Ruth Wallace? Is 
she going to be your wife or not? That gal has 
no right to break your heart." 

Burt Willis was conscious of his Adam's ap- 
ple as he began to speak. The words just didn't 
come so easy across his lips. "Ruth is a fine girl. 
Make any man a good wife. Haven't seen her 
for a month. She was with her uncle at Fort 
Benton. Seems she gave her word to another 
man. Won't tell me who he is. I know she 
loves me but she's going to marry this other 
fellow because to her a word of honor is sacred. 
Guess I better forget her." 

"The food she get cold if you no hurry to 
table," announced Pancho who acted as chef, as- 
sistant station master, and general helper at the 
pony express station. Burt went over to the ta- 
ble and in ten minutes the dishes were clean. 
"I'm going up to my room and get some shut 
eye. Tell Pancho to wake me before the stage 
coach leaves for the Fort." 

After a dozen hours of sleep a refreshed Burt 
Willis stood outside of the express station. The 
coach was almost ready to leave and Hank Ri- 
ley was giving final orders to the driver. "You'll 
have to drive straight through with your team 
of mules. Word came in last night that the 
Indians raided the station at Howard's Crossing. 
Ran off all the stock and killed Tom Harri- 
gan." 

The last passenger about to enter the coach 
turned to the station master. "I would like to 
send a pony express letter to someone in John- 
son City. How much would it cost?" 

Hank shook his head in the negative. "Sorry. 
You couldn't send a letter there for any amount 
of money. No run to Johnson City. Chief Wild 
Feather and his Braves got my last three men. 
And they have even been attacking Johnson 
City." 
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WANTED 

JESSIE 
JAMES 



THCat HAVE BEEN THOSE WHO WOULD PAINT 
JESSIE JAMES AS A CHIVALROUS AND 
PICTURESQUE OUTLAW. MOST PEOPLE WHO 
KNEW, HOWEVER , INSIST HE WAS A RUTHLESS 
THRILL" HUNTING MURDERER. THIS TRUE " 
STORY OP ONE Of JESSE'S COUNTLESS 
ESCAPADES ftfVES MORE THAN A LITTLE 
CREDULANCE TO BOTH VIEWPOINTS. 
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TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF MY JUST WANT 10 KEEP OUR 
SISTER? YOU MEW ARE r-—*— — —■ ■ , -— 5CALP5, tfARM. 
ALL COWARDS. 
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fin THE MOMENTS THAT FOLLOWED, THE IMMIGRANTS ^~ 
WlTN£S5EQ ONE Of THE MOST RSMARKABLE DISPLAYS 
OF MARKSMANSHIP IN THE HISTORY OF THE WEST. — 





NO SCALP TODAY, | 
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IF ANYONE ASKS YOU, 
TELL'EM JESSIE JAMES 
AIN'T ALL SAD/ 



THE MOST 
WANTED OUT- L 
LAW IN AMERICA.' 
HE SAVED OUR .- 
TRAIN / 
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WE FINALLY 
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GEEVE THEM THEE 
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SI, SI, WE HAV 

HEARD 'BOOT THEESE 
PECOS BILL" LIE EE5 
I POISON FOR. RATS 

I uke us; 



Am, PHOoey/ you 

SCAREDY CATS/THEY 

AIN'T WO DUMB COW- 
-BOY GONNA SCARE r- 
ME AWAY/ _s^ 




THEY DON'T CALL ME " 816 BAD 
B£M"FOR NOTHIW YOU GUyS 

CAW WAIT HERE 4N'C0ME IN TOWN 

'TOMORROW,.. AW ALI'LL HAVE THIS 

JERK READY 

FOR PLAWriW'.'i_ 
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V/HAT'S THEE MATTER 
WEETUYOU ISIDORE/ 
TAKE OFF YOUR I4AT AlNTi 
YOU GOT NO RESPECT FOR J 
WANE WHO HAS JUSTc: 
DEPARTED FROM US / 
NAMELY THEE , 
LATE"PECOS BILL.' 
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6IG GOOD BEN" 
TOVDU.' PECOS MAS 
MADE A NEW MAW OUT OF " 
me.' PHooey ON ROBBIW 

BANKS. THIS ISTH'ONLy 

SAFE SAME, WITH HIM , 
•"'f'V AROUND.' , 




owEsy tu 

THREES* 
FOURS'// 
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JOSY^WHATA PITV.I ^ 

r^A AW' TO THEENK ONLY 
YESTERDAY, HE WAS 
AS MEAN AMD 
^^k»ONERV AS. US.' _ 
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>J>10NWELL.' WE 
BETTER GEET 
AWAY FROM 
HERE, OR THEE" 
SAME THING 
MIGHT UAPPEW 
TO US.' 



NOT EEF 
WE MAKE 
SOMETHING 
HAPPEN 
FIRST.' 
HEH/HEM.' 



(WHAT WE GOING TO Do' 
WEETH ALL THEE DYWAMITE 
MOW WELL? 



few minutes later 
out on the range where 
pecos is happily singing 
to his cattle 



OH 6/Ve/-?£ LAWS ! 
LOT'S OF LAmB.CAUSe 
AHCfVVTB£t)l?T4 < 

£Ar/wy o' w?\ 2 
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UEU.MEM. you ) (AMIS A'SOIN' 
WAV A GLEAM U TO MAKE THET 
EENI YOUR EYES I CHICKEN MINE.' 

PECOS.' WU£RE 
ARE VOU GOING 





WIUVOWWURATlIJUSrwUUT 
AW UA9 
ALWA/5 WANTEts, MA'. 
OWN PRIVATE LfTTLE 
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1A CLATTER OF 
/HOOFS OH THE 

(TRAIL AND- 


WHAT IN *— 
THUNOERATIOti- 


I've eorraHAVEA 

FRESH IBRSE.QljKK.' 
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I'M. DEPUTY COLE OF TURNER CENTER. THE 
EXPRESS OFFICE WAS HELD UP ANP THE 
ROBBER KILLED THREE MEN. HE CAME f-r" 
THIS WAY. 



HE LEFT TH' TRAIL 
BACK THAR ANP BY- 
PASSED YOUR PLACE 
THROUGH THE WOODS. 



TIME 15 IMPORTANT- 
00 YOU RECKON YOU 
HAVE A FRESH 
HORSE 7 



m SHORE -TAKE 
BROWNIE HERE. ' 
HE'5 TH' FASTE5T 
CRITTER IN THESE 
PARTS/ 
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WE CAN'T CATCH HIM NOW, 
BOYS. 5AY, ANNIE, WHERE'P 
THOSE COINS COME FROM? 



SECURITY, EH/ HE 60T THESE 
IN THE STICKUP. PIP YOU KNOW 
— ■ 1 HIM, ANNIE 
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r> WE'LL, l-^ 
WEVEE GIT 
HIM NOW.' 
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TCHIEFPURTy 

BIGINMIbtiLE" < ^3^ 
1 I'VE cone FOR fjgA ' 
1 PERWSSIOftl TO Xlfi/y^ 

IrwRRy your y/tlxK- 

IM06HTER.' jiUiiiy^. 


HftH.'l LAFFRI6HTIW 
y Y0UR FACE, A MONKEY 
1 LIKE YOU IN MV 
^T, FAMILY TREE .' 

/\™VHAFI..' > 
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con. soe,-^ 

T BEAR TO WflTCH, 

it locks like 
poor sweetie 
be wibowec. , 

SHE 15 weDDED.', 
"SC8" 
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WAL SOM, YOU CAW B£T OC PAUL BUNyAW MAD A 
WAND M IT, YESSIR!.-- YOU SEE AT OWE T7ME C5L' 
RMJL MAD HB 8IS LUMBER CAMP RIGHT By A 8'G 
LAW TWAT (-(f USED POe A WAT£R SUPPLy 
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©WE DAY OC FWJL W\S SURPRISED 
TO SEE A 816 G/ANT TWISTER 
HEADIM' RI6HT SMACK. FOR MIS CAMR 



&ND WHAT DO YOU TUlWK HAPPENED ?.. 

-WAL. THAT BIG OL' TWISTER JUST 
DIPPED RIGHT DOWW IN Of RAUL'S 
LAKE AW SUCKED IT PLUMB DRy/. 
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-SOON AS HE FINISHED WITH 
THE LOOS. -ME STARTED DIG6IN' 
A BIS DITCUI FROM WIS DRY LAKE 
CLEAN ACROSS TH' COUNTRY TO 
SOME Bl 6 MOUNTAINS 



J 



T 




-THEM ME LAID THE LOGS IN TH6 DITCU 
FITTING THEM TOGATI-IER,"WHEN PAUL 
REACHED TH' MOUNTAINS WE CONNECTED 
TH' LO&S TO A 
BI6 MOUNTAIN. 
STREAM--- 

& a 





PAUL THEN COVERED THE LINE OF L06S 
AW 'A' FORE LONG THE WATER FROM 
TH'MOUNTOIN STREAM TILLED UP 
HIS LAK£,..AM' SON, THAT WAS THE 
VERY FIRST PIPELINE,--. PAUL- 
LATER FILLED THE" 
OTHER LAKES TH' 
SAME WAY- 



-But after many YEARS 
BfcWINTH GftOUNb 
PAUL'S BI6 LOS PIPE - 
-LINES HAVE SPRUNG A 
FEW L£AK5..AN'THAT£ 
WHY WE WAVE SPRINGS 
AND ARTESIAN WELLS/ 







^TVES SON,— BUT THERE'S ONE MORE THING, -YOU'VE 
HEARD ABOUT FISH AND FROGS COMING DOWN WITH 
A HARD RAIN.--.WAL, SOME FOLKS SAY THAT IT'S JUST 
THAT BI& OL' TWISTER UP THERE DROPPIW PART O'TH' 
LAKE IT STOLE FROM OL' PAUL' , 



GOLLY, -SO TUAT5 
WHY THE LAKES 
NEVER SO DRY, 
TH' LOG PIPELINE 
KEEP THEM FULL 
EM.GRANDFIV 
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DENVER I1UDD 



AMD 




'OW 8EWEATB TH'COUiBoyS 
VEST BEATS MAIW 
FEARLESS HEARTS/ 



UTWHEN, INTOTOUW 
RIDES "DESPERATE'LOU" 
ALL THEIR COURAGE fWRTS! 
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OH .THIS IB SO 

SUDDEN/ AH 
WILL HAV'TA HAVC 
TIME TO THINK IT 
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THE ACTION PACKED STORY OF 



saa«®as 



"WILD BILL" M1CKOK IS REPUTED TO HAVg .KILLED MOSS j 
THAN THIRTY-FIVE MEN IN ©UNRGHTS DURIN& HIS 
FABULOUS ERA, EVERY KILLING-, HOWEVER. WAS 
COMMITTED/ EITHER AS A PUTY OR IN SELF DEFENSE. 
THIS IS ANOTHER STORY OP HIS INCREDIBLE CO0LNE5S 
WHEM FORCEP TO DEFEND HIS LIFE. 
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IN TH' HAT OF THE &UY ■ ) WE COULD PO |T, 

WHO KILLS THAT mm m —r> SNAKE - WHILE HE'S 
_ CRITTER/ n^m^sl 5ITTIN J AND EATlN'Js 
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I* ¥00 W»W TO OO IN TH* FRONT 
AN' I W« TO 00 IN THE BACK, ONE 
OP US WQULP BE BOUND TO &IT 
HIM. 
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•i JSTOfiY OF 

Bitx-i/ nokth Platte 

APvENTufcE SPREAD 
:UkE PRAIRIE 
THHOU&H THE WEST. 
: MORE AND MORE &LORY 
SEEKERS ASHCED TO 
:klU WILP 9l't,L TO 
:SMWANCE : THROWN 
REPUTATIONS. 



IT WA»ONLYA PEW PAYS LATER, WHEN IN 
CHICAGO, THAT BILL HAP HIS FIRST ENCOUNTER 
'ITH SUCH A PERSON- 



SO YOU'RE WILP BILL 
HICKOK,THE KILLER 
WELL., I PON'T SELI 
THOSE STORIES 'SOUT 
YOU 




ANY OF THE REST OF YOU 
WANT TROUBLE ? I COULD 
LICK THE WHOLE LOT 0' 
YOU WITHOUT MY GUNS/ 




AN0 THUS ENDED ONE OF BJLL'5 RARE VISITS TO 
THECITY. MOST OF THE REST OF HiS LIFE HE SPEWT 
IN HIS BELOVED WEST WHERE FEW PARED QUESTION 
THE AUTHORITY OF HIS «UN«. 



The man who made the request was dressed 
in the latest eastern fashion wearing trousers and 
a tailor-made coat. He spoke to Burt. "This let- 
ter is very important. It's for a girl and she has 
to get it before tomorrow. Her entire happiness 
depends on what is in this letter. I'll give you 
a hundred dollars in gold to deliver that letter." 

Burt laughed. "You're not giving me gold to 
deliver a letter. You'd be paying me to present 
my scalp to the Indians. No, mister, I don't 
think any girl is worth while risking your neck 
for when Indians are on the warpath." 

The young man was not going to be put off 
so easily. "I'll double that amount if you'll get 
the message through. It's the least I can do for 
Ruth Wallace. She's with her uncle who was 
transferred from Fort Benton to Johnson. Who 
knows? They may be fighting the Indians at 
this very minute." 

"I'll deliver that letter for you," replied Burt. 
"And your gold is most welcome. Help me get 
some stock for my ranch." The stranger opened 
a large purse and counted out the gold pieces. 
Then he climbed into the stage and waved his 
hand as the fleet footed mules started on their 
journey. 

Burt returned to the Inside of the station fol- 
lowed by his friend. "You're just plain loco," 
asserted Hank. "You can't get through with 
that letter. And I haven't even got a spare horse- 
to give you. You'll have to ride the same horse 
right through. All that's available is the black- 
tan pony." 

There were no words in reply. Burt went over 
to the gun and ammunition box. He opened the 
top of the chest. "I'm going to take two Colts 
with me," he announced. "And I'll carry four 
spare cylinders. I have my repeating rifle. That 
will give me 36 pistol shots and 7 in the rifle. 
Should be able to handle any situation." 

Ten minutes later Burt was in the saddle. The 
letter which had been already wrapped in a pro- 
tective covering of oiled silk was inside his buck- 
skin jacket. "Ride like the .blazes. Like the 
blazes" were the farewell words of Hank to his 
friend. "And make every shot count." 

The first fifteen miles of the run were over 
straight prairie land. As the swift pony carried 
its rider along the edge of the river, four mount- 
ed Indians began to chase him. He heard a shot 
whiz past his ear. He held the reins with his left 
hand and began lo fire with his right hand. One- 
Indian went down and then a second. The oth- 



er two stopped. Onward went the pony and his 
rider. 

As the pony approached the forest of aspc-n 
trees Burt checked the speed of his mount. A 
trail had been cut through the previous year. 
He dropped his bridle reins on the neck of his 
horse and in his left hand, held his rifle at full 
cock. Slowly he went through the trail. He heard 
a slight rustle overhead and fired once. An In- 
dian tumbled to the ground. Then a second lat- 
er a human body fell upon him. It was an In- 
dian in full war dress with a scalping knife. 

"Me kill you," shouted the Brave as both men 
tumbled to the ground. Burt had dropped his 
rifle and was unable to get his Colt out of the 
holster. He bent the wrist of the Indian back- 
wards until the knife fell to the ground. Then 
with the crook of his elbow he delivered a 
smashing blow to the chin of the Redskin. In 
front of him was the unconscious body of the 
man who had wanted his scalp. 

"Must be a pretty important fellow with all 
those feathers," said Burt half aloud to him- 
self. "Seems to me I ought to tie him up and 
carry him with me as sort of protection." He 
found his horse and with rawhide made an ef- 
ficient job of turning the Indian into a package. 

The extra weight made it impossible for the 
pony to continue at full speed. When they came 
out of the forest a bullet struck Burt in the side. 
He went for his Colt and fired every chamber. 
A shriek told him he had finished off his at- 
tacker. 

Four hours later the startled citizens of John- 
son City saw a strange sight. A pony carrying 
its half conscious bleeding rider with a tied In- 
dian across the saddle. Burt remembered his last 
words as friendly hands helped him down. "Got 
a letter for Miss Wallace. Deliver it. . . ." 

When he opened his eyes he was in a nice 
clean bed. And looking straight at him were a 
familiar group of people including Ruth Wal- 
lace, "Don't. you say a word," she said putting 
her finger to her lips. "Listen carefully. You're 
the hero of the territory. The Indian you 
brought in happens to be Chief Wild Feather. 
As for the letter it came from the man I prom- 
ised to marry. He has released me from my 
promise and is going back East. Now get some 
more rest ... my darling hero." 

—Harold Gluck 
(THE END) 
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DID VOU KNOW DEPT. 



THE ONLY SURE WAV TO 
TELL A HORSE'S AGE, IS 
TO LOOK AT H/S TEETH f 




©HE 6IAWT CACTUS OF 
^THC ARI20WA DESERT 
ATTAIN THE HEIGHTS 
OF FOURTY TO FIFTy 
FEET, AMD AKEOFTEM 
OWE TO TWO FEET THICK 
THIS MA6WIF/CEIUT 
CACTUS IS A1SO 
PROTECTED 6V LAW, 
FOR BESIDES BE/NG 
BEAUTIFUL , IT IS A 
NATURAL WATER. 
RESERVOIR, AMD 
BEARS FRUIT WHICH 
THE W/AWS USE 
FOR FOOD ' 




SEA-GOING BUUSJ 



UJHEN VOU HEAR THE WORD 
BULL", YOU AT OMCE THIWKOF THE,.,, 
AUIMAL AT THE LEFT. WHICH IS FOUWD 
OW THE WESTERM PRAIRIES, 6UT 
THE WORD IS ALSO APPLIED TO 
THE MALES OF OTHER LAR6E 

mAiYimALS such as 

UJHALES"/ fSS-y 





